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DISCLAIMER
Possession of this poem licenses the holder to read it 
once, silently or aloud (in a quiet voice) 
at such time and in such a place as not to inconvenience 
anyone. The poet assumes no responsibility 
for theft, loss. fire, or damage to any motor vehicle.
house, car. bicycle, dinghy, cabin-cruiser, Cessna-180, 
doghouse, pup tent, or other place of domicile or means 
of conveyance, or any contents therein, 
nor for negative outcomes regarding job prospects, the 
office football pool, pregnancy tests, etc., 
it being understood that the reader has full control of 
himself/herself/itself and his/her/its life 
and those of everyone around him/her/it at all times.
Only a license to read is hereby granted, 
and no bailment is created. Possession of this poem, in 
print or memory, constitutes acknowledgment 
by the possessor that he/she/it agrees to all of the 
above conditions, as well as all of those below, 
stated or unstated, implicit, explicit, or otherwise.
The poet is not and shall not under any circumstance 
be held liable for any loss or damage to anyone at any 
time who has been linked or could possibly 
be linked in any way to the poet or this poem. This 
limits my liability. Read it.
This poem is a work of fiction. All names, places.
characters, incidents, rhythms, rhymes (exact or slant), 
as well as all words, are either products of the author's 
imagination, or are used fictitiously, 
and any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, to 
events, locales, other poems, novels, 
videos, porno mags, legal documents, or anything ever 
written, spoken or thought
in any language real or imagined, is entirely coincidental. 
I am not responsible
for unpleasant acts of God. Allah. Odin. Ra. the Great 
Spirit, or any deity or group of deities 
or alleged deities, nor for injuries anyone may sustain 
going down my thrilling metric water slides, 
propelled into emotional gymnastics, experiencing a 
galloping heartbeat, bench-pressing epiphanies, 
being psychologically tackled or high sticked, 
experiencing a slip of the soul's crampons, 
leading to a fall from a spiritual height. If you have 
hives, you didn't get them from this poem.
If the county wants you to take a 3% pay cut. this poem 
had nothing to do with it.
If there's a nail in your new tire, it did not come from my 
driveway, house, garage, yard, word-processor, or brain. 
This poem is your only contract. It limits my liability. 
Read it. Read it at your own risk.
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If your child, after reading or hearing this, commits 
suicide or kills or hurts anyone else 
(or if you are a child and do). if the postman or some 
deliverer of flyers for pizza houses, 
custom drainpipe makers and chimney sweeps becomes so 
startled as to slip and fall, 
even if such person's back should be broken, resulting in 
paralysis, it's not my problem.
This poem is bland as water stew, innocent as a zygote.
non-threatening as a turtle in its shell, 
innocuous as a dirt-clod in a woods where no one goes.
It scarcely exists, there is so little to it. 
and what there is, is pure coincidence, the most 
unpremeditated happenstance.
It's all just poetry, just words, just a collection of 
phonemes, just random noises made by forcing 
air across a larynx, or interpreting firings of an optic 
nerve. It means nothing.
It does nothing. It causes nothing, makes nothing happen 
The poet is not an "unacknowledged legislator 
of the world." The poet who said poets were that was a 
kook. This poet could not get elected 
unacknowledged dogcatcher on the basis of his poetry. He 
could not get elected unacknowledged dogcatcher 
even if he came up with a more original office to which 
he could not get elected on the basis of his poetry.
It he had to make a living with his poetry, he could not 
have written this: he would be dead.
II he’d had to buy even a single lunch with the lifetime 
proceeds of his poetry.
he'd have had to get the special, even if it was liver 
and onions, which he abhors.
Blame the culture: blame the decline in U.S. literacy: 
blame your high school English teacher, 
your college prof: blame movies, video games. MTV: blame 
all the boring, incomprehensible poets past and present 
for the abject, utter, unabated impotence of poetry.
Whatever isn’t working in your life, 
your friends’ and family's lives, your neighborhood, city 
county, state, country, continent, planet, solar system 
galaxy, universe, it's not my fault. I didn't do it.
I'm only the poet. Don't blame me.
—  Charles Webb 
Los Angeles CA
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